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i N JANUARY OF 1MB, 
THE DISCOVERY OF GOLD 
AT SUTTER'S HILL IN THE 
COLOMA VALLEY OF 
CALIFORNIA CAUSED CHEAT 
EXCITEMENT AND THE 
RUSH TO THE SOLD FIELDS 
BROUGHT ABOUT THE 
WESTWARD MIGRATION AND 
SETTLEMENT OF THE 
COUNTRY 



COWBOY WESTERN COMICS, published bi-monthly by Charlton Comics, Inc. Vol. I. No. IS. November. 1948. Execu- 
tive ..ifiees. Charlton Building. Derby. Conn. Office of Publication. 1 Appleton Street. Holyoke, Maaa. Entered as 
second claaa matter at Poat Office of Derby. Conn., with additional entry at Holy.. i.e. M. .Single ...ties lOc ; yearly 
subscription, 60c. No actual person is named or delineated in this magaiine. Copyright let* by Charlton Comics 
Inc. Charles J. Levy and Charles Santanvelo, Editors. .... . 
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TEP TO THEAV THJMG9 WER£ 

Mill I' T V HCT IN TUElt HOME 
STATE POE J'fSSS J"AAA&& 
AND i-IS BROTHER. PRANK 
With one OF Their CRONiea 
THEY LEF=T FOR A LONG VA - 
CATION IN CALIFORNIA . BUT 
"JOTHINQ COULD COOL TE5SE/.1 



ON FOKEXCITE^IEN 





set gow ■, bo/s \ /jHoeeW&se '*N5^ 

COUR ITOftJ E*\ I I WATCH l«3UESE^rr^ 
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I'LL NEVER LIVE DOWN LETTING BLACK 
PEE WEE ROB THE BANK IN 8R0AD WMJGHTj 
AN' GET AWAY /.'AND WITH THE ELECTION^ 
i COMING UP SOON TW.'.' 
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il NEXT DAy-if BEFORE WE 6BlAW0f"CHIEF WIGAPOO'S'CURE -ALL TONIC 
WE WILL GIVE FIVE DOLLARS TO ANYONE THAT'MySTO'TOE 
GREAT HYPNOTIST CAN'T HYPNOTIZE.'// _ ... -fjj RIGHT 

HYAR/. 




LOOK IN TOW 

EYES.'VOU ABE 
UNDER MY T1WEI 
YOU ARE Tl 
TOUCHED 
faTHEVj 
THE LONE 
STRANGER. 
AND YOU ARE GOING 
s OUT AND CAPTURE 
"BIACK PEE WEE 




HA HAH HOHO." LOOK WHAT'S HERE 
BOYS .' AND IT'S STILL AUVE I THINK ? ) 

Z^giHO Ma;; 
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]Jt V.'A £ ANNIE OAKUEV4 
Pf?£AM OFA UfSTlME 
COtA£.Tf?UB,WUEHin?ANt< 
SUTLER MAPE UER A IZitFTNEI? I 
INUl&£tJA!?P$UOC>riNGA<ZT... 
BU T. £WE GOON FOUNP OUT 
1M&T44B CONSI&ESZED^EIZA 
FAI^THei? IN NAME ONLY? 
NEITHER eAlN...NO&TUt?&AT S 
Ct?PEA'W...C>iZ A PRETTY GAL 
. . COLtL C? TAI?MS» <W-S 
LAt-.'.Oue.' ...NOT MUCH- 
•ANy+toW!!! 
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Bn AUGUST 2ND.WLD BILL H1CK0K 
WAS SITTING AT POKER IN A SALOON 
«DEAoIoOD,S.O.WHEN * TINHORN 

MMBlER named J«»"'« 1 -U 

STEPPED UP BEHIND HIM AND FOR 
NO APPARENT REASON SHOT HIM 
K?LUN6 HIM INSTANTLY. McCALL 

Was tried and acquitteo on 

HBDEFENSE THAT WILD BILL 
HAD MURDERED HIS BROTHERS 
WAS SEEN LATER PREENING 
HIMSELF AS THE KILLER OF WILO 
BLt THIS FAME WAS McCALL* 
TRUE MOTIVE FOR HIS ACT BUT 
■I VTPWWEDVERY SHORT LIVEO.HEWAS 
PROMPTLY ARRESTEO.TRIEDAND 1 

hangeVhe is less remembered 

THAN THE POKER HAND OF THE MAN 

HF KILLED AS WILD BILLFELL 

FORWARD HE WAS HOLDING TWO 

PAIR.ACES AND EIGHTS KNOWN 

EVER SINCE IN POKER AS THE 

'OEADMAN'S HAND"' 
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NEVER JUDGE A MAN BY HIS SIZE 



RUSTY BENTON knew he. was going to 
beat that eon of his. He was a small roan. Dark 
haired, work-hardened and weather-beaten. 

The boy was nearing the house, riding on 
Paint. His eyes were black and blue with one 
rf them fast swelling shut. There was blood on 
the right side of his face from a recent fight. 

Then, as if out of nowhere, a large well-built 
man in a smart cut business suit came up the 
walk. He stopped and looked around the 
grounds. Spying Rusty, he walked towards him 
smiling, "Howdy!" he said facing Rusty. "Don't 
know how I keep from wiltin' in this bake oven. 
Do ya mind if I have some water?" 

Rusty directed him to the pump. The stran- 
ger rushed to it, pumped a dipper full, emptied 
tt m one gulp. Finished he sauntered back to the 
verandah. 

"Thanks, Stranger, that sure hit the spot. 
Hot footin' around there parts, sure drives a 
man to drink." 

"Watkin'7" cried Rusty in amazement. You 
tint gonna stand there and tell me you booted 
tt plumb out here from Nevada?" 

The stranger looked surprised. "Why, sure, 
inything wrong with that?" 

"Nuthin' if yore aimin' to flatten yore 
arches, but from the look of yore get-up, I'd 
guess yo' weren't so broke that yo' had to be 
trottin' it." 

The stranger sat down on the first step of 
Che verandah and laughed and laughed. It was 
* contagious, whole-hearted laugh. "No!" he 
•aid, looking up at Rusty. "I'm not a pore man, 
but aw needs maw exercise and I wanted to 
take a gander at this corner of the Universe. 

"It all depends on the way you're lookin' at 
it," said Rusty turning his head to watch his 
ton, who was dismounting from Paint a short 
iistance away. 

The stranger's gaze followed Ru sty's eyes. 
(Seeing the boy, he asked: "Your son?" 

"Yeah, my. son." he said sneeringly. 

"Ya don't seem overjoyed about it," 

"Aw ain't, there's everythin' wrong about that 
boy, even his name. 

"What's that?" 

"Soon." 

"Soon? that's a queer name for a boy." 

"Not for Soon. He's almost like a girl, might 
•e well be one, that's what his Maw always 
wanted. And now I hope she's satisfied." 

The stranger was taken aback and blurted 
out. "I'm right sorry, no offense meant, just 
curiosity on ma part." 

"Where ya been all this time ? " growled 
Rusty. 

Tear drops stood in the boy's bruised eyes. 
Then Rusty really saw red, with gritted teeth 
be roared, "Stop yere cryin' ya damned cry 



baby, ya ain't only yaller, you're a cowardly 
cry baby on top of it, he screamed. "You 
allowin' that' Ryan kid to beat the stuff in* 
outta ya once a week for the last four weeks." 

Soon's heart sank to the bottom of his boots, 
he could not meet his father's gaze. He dug his 
shoe in the sand and answered so low, that 
Rusty could hardly hear him. "Well, Pop he's 
bigger'n me, bout two heads bigger, an' five 
years older, everybody knows that, don't they?" 
he answered desperately. 

Rusty's nails dug deep into the palms of his 
hands. "Why Bhould you give a darn if he is. 
Didn't aw tell ya aw was gonna lick the day- 
lights outta ya if ya let that critter lick ya 
again. A promise is a promise, and aw aims to 
keep maw promise." So saying, he picked Soon 
up by the seat of his pants and the nape of his 
neck, rushing him behind the cow shed. He grab- 
bed a harness whip that was hanging on the 
railing as he went by. 

The reins shot through the air, and lashed 
across Soon's shoulder blades with a fiercely 
slapping sound. The gritting of Soon's teeth 
was the only expression of the severe pain being 
inflicted upon him. Rusty raised the reins again, 
ready to strike. But the reins did not strike 
again. 

The stranger had followed them behind the 
cow shed. When he realized the situation, he 
grabbed Rusty's upstretched arms, and wrench- 
ed the reins from his hand. 

"Don't you think he's had enough?" said the 
stranger, and his voice was as calm as n spring 
brook. 

Rusty fell on the stranger, picked him up 
bodily by his coat lapels and shouted, "Why 
damn you! This is no affair of yours!" He 
leaped at the stranger with the wildness of a 
panther, ready to tear him apart. 

Dust and sand rose from the ground as their 
feet scruffled over the surface. 

The stranger seemed to be fighting back, but 
It was a feeble and ineffectual effort. 

All Soon could see was the stranger backing 
away from his father's hard and ruthless blows. 

The impact of Rusty's fists Boon collided with 
the stranger's chin, and with one jolting jab in 
the mouth, the stranger fell backwards, lying 
there sprawled. on his back. He looked at Rusty's 
glaring eyes, trying to rise, but falling back 
on the hard dusty earth. 

Soon had been cowering at the side of the 
fence. Now he came toward the stranger, and 
just stood there looking at him, not daring to 
believe what his eyes had just witnessed a mo- 
ment ago. 

The stranger rose painfully first on one knee, 
and then the other, stroked his jaw, and wiped 
the blood from his lips with the back of hie 



hand, felt one side of his face that was begin- 
ning to swell. 

"Hey!" Soon exclaimed. "Holy Gee.! my 
father licked you!" 

The stranger rose to his feet brushed the dirt 
from his coat. "Ya! Ya know for a little guj'> 
that Fop of yours sure packs a mean wallop." 

He placed his battered hat on his head, put 
his hands in his pockets, and walked up the 
road without a backward glance. 

Soon had seen a miracle performed he could 
not believe possible ... He walked slowly 
towards the house. He was too ashamed 
to face his father, so he waited until he knew 
his father had gone off to bed. He then let him 
self very cautiously into the house, climbing the 
stairs to his room, and praying not to stumble 
over the one stair that creaked so. He straddled 
that step and made it two steps at a time, until 
with bated breath he entered hiB own room, re- 
moved his clothing, donned his pajamas and got 
Into bed. 

The next thing he knew the sun was filling 
the room and glaring at him. He pushed the 
covers back, jumped out of bed, with more verve 
than ever before — into the bathroom, out to his 
clothes, walking briskly down the stairs; reach- 
ing for his hat, and boldly walking toward 
Paint. Soon a horse wag seen tearing away from 
the barn with a freckle faced kid dangling in 
the saddle, his heeta jabbing the horses flanks 
(or more speed. 

The day was coming to and end when Soon 
returned to the barn. His approach was a great 
deal different from the day before, for Soon 
rode up in a cloud of dust thrown up by the 
rapid beat of Paint's hoofs. He tended Old Paint 
with quick impatience, his movements rapid and 
full of excitement. His chores done, he walked 
briskly into the house. 

"Where ya been?" Soon's eyes shifted to 
the rein, then back to his father's face. 

"I went over to Bar Z Ranch, after school. 
I caught Stinky right in his own back yard. I 
licked the pants off of him. Paw!" 

The words gushed out hurriedly and fell over 
dne another as he spoke. What did a few bruises, 
a swollen eye and cut lips mean to Soon. His 
eyes and face were shining with excitement. 

"Ya shore ya did, Son? Aw knows aw aint 
never heard ya lie." 

He grabbed the boy's hand in his big strong 
one and shook it hard. "Aw reckon I've been 
misjudgin' ya, Son. I'm plumb sorry." 

Soon shook his head. "Aw reckon aw deserved 
It Paw, Aw really was scared o' that Stinky. 
But when I seed as how you could lick Tear-em- 
epart Dugan, and him pretty nigh twice as big 
as you, aw figgered it ain't how big Stinky was 
that counted. Holy Gee! Paw, aw reckon you 
«an hit almost like the World's champion." 
A heavy frown deepened Rusty's forehead. 



"Me tick Tear-em-apart Dugan? What're ya 
talkin' 'bout : son?" 

"Paw, that was the stranger ya beat up last 
night in the cow shed." 

Rusty scowled even more. "It cain't be," said 
Rusty shaking his head slowly. "Yore all mixed 
up there, Son. That couldn't 'a been Tear-em- 
apart Dugan, why . . ." Rusty felt a little ill at 
the thought. "Why Tear-em-apart woulda torn 
me in two and taken the pieces into the Horse 
Hair Inn for a souvenir." 

"That was too Tear-em-apart," said Soon dig- 
ging deep into his pocket, and coming up with 
a folded hand bill. Trembling a little with ex- 
citement, he unfolded it, laid it on the table for 
his father to read. 

That's as far as he went as his gaze fell on 
Tear-em -a part's picture on the right side of the 
hand bill, on the other was a pwttirfl of Day- 
light Dalton, his opponent. 

There was no mistaking the likeness of 
Dugan's picture and that of the stranger he had 
tackled yesterday afternoon. 

Rusty could not wait until the boy had eaten 
his supper and gone to bed. Then he tiptoed out, 
went to the barn, got Paint, saddled her and went 
into town. It was late when he reached town. 

A large crowd of men were pushing and mil- 
ling close to the compactly built man in the dark 
business suit who was talking with them and 
giving back their good-natured banter in kind, 
He could still see the dark discoloration under 
the man's left eye and the bruises on the 
cheeks. Also the cut on the lips that were trving 
to smile so pleasantly. 

The stranger saw Rusty now. The smile 
faded a trifle, but he said, "Hello there," just 
as though he had been expecting him. 

"Hi," Rusty said, his throat dry and parched. 
"Say — uh — are you that there Tear-em-apart 
Dugan feller?" 
"Yea, why?" 

••Welt— uh," Rusty swallowed hard. Then a 
determined took came to his face. "I thought 
you migvt be interested to know that right after 
ya left, Soon, my son. saw a miracle, and next 
day he drove over to the Bar Z Ranch and 
pasted the devil ouita that Ryan kid. He gave 
him a good sound thrashin'." 

"Tea r-em-a part's face burst into a thousand 
smiles, he never seemed to mind the aches, as 
he said, "I'm glad, you make me mighty 
happy." He .shook Rusty's hancj with force. 
Such 'a grip as Rusty had never known before. 
Rusty spoke awkwardly. "Aw wanna tett ya 
stranger, it took a mighty big man, a real he- 
man, to do what you did in front of my son. To 
make him think that aw whipped you. Aw never 
can repay ya." 

"That's water over the bridge," said Tear-em- 
apart Smilingly. Your son Soon has paid me 
back — with interest. Aw reckon* he's found out 
now, ya can never judge a man by his size." 




EVERY YEAR THAT OL' FLOODIN' RIVER 
WOULD FLOOD TH' WHOLE NORTH WOODS 
AN' WASH ALL TH' CABINS AWAY.'O' COURSE 
ALLTH' LUMBER JACKS WERE ALWAYS 
SAVED, BUT SOMETIMES THEY WOULD HAVE 
TO STAY ON BABE'S BACK FOR WEEKS f 
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ONE DAY AFTER TH'RIVER HAD GONE DOWN .'PAUL 


WAS TALKIN' WITH BILLY PILGRIM ! 




!*UL,SOMETHINgL-JT\ 
ifiS GOT TO BE W&SjL tHP 
DONE ABOUT / -IKV WB 
THAT BLAMED /-J&K M/IF "</■" 
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I KNOW BILLY; — AN I'VE BEEN 
A'THINKIN'ABOUT IT TOO,/ 
THINK I CAN GET RID OF 1 
RIVER FOR £ 




-SO FAUL THROWS HIS BIG AX ANDSPADE OVER 
HIS SHOULDER AN' HEADS STRIGHT FOR BIG ROCK 

MOUNTAIN WHICH WAS ONE 0' TH ' 8IGGEST 

MOUNTAINS IN TH WHOLE NORTH WOODS,'-- AND 
IT WERE SOLID ROCK/' 




OUCKER THAN WW COULQ.SAY JACKRABBn, OL' J 
PAUL HAD DUS ALL AROUND TH'FOOT.O' THAT 90 I 
MOUNTAIN.' 

777 
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-AND SO HELP ME OC BABE STARTED A' MOVIN ' 

THAT BIG MOUNTAIN.' 





-AND WITH A MIGHTY SPLASH BABE [ / DRAG IT I 
,,| PULLED TH'MOUNTAIN RIGH T INTO [ j RIGHT DOWN 1 ' 
" I THAT PL' RIVER.' f -SZXb. I TH ' RIVER 




•-SUMH6K OF1873-eiVSW0KrH KANSAS- 

ONE OT THE STOPS ON THE DUSTY CHI SOU* 
TRAIL, WHERE COWMEN LOADED ON TRAINS 
THE BEEF THAT HAD BEEN DRIVEN UP 
FROM TEXAS. 




BEN AND BILL THOMPSON, 6ANV8LER5 
kND GUNMEN" TOOK OVER" THE LAW AND 
.JRDER OF aLSWORTHOVER THE PROTESTS' 
Bf SIX MARSHALS AND SHERIFFS, 






WITH RIFLE BIA2ING. 




IN A SMAU OFFICE NOT FAR 
AWAY M MAIOR OF EU.SWORTH 
IS APPBESawo A GROUP OF OFFICERS 



AS MAYOR OF THI S TOWN j 
I ORDER YOU MEN TO GET / 




* r i'd rather talk 

THAN FIGHT/ / I'LL GET YOU 
EITHER WAY 
BEN. 





ELLSWORTH FIGURES SHERIFFS 
AT TWENTY- FIVE DOL- 
LARS A HEAD. I DON'T 
FIGURE THE TOWN 
15 MY SIZE' 




THIS EPISODE ESTABLISHED , 
WYATT EARP AS THE LEADING 
GUN FIGHTER OF LAW AND ORDER 
IN THE WEST. IN THE DAYS WHEN 

Colonel tens" was the only 

LAW. WYATT EARP DEMONSTRATED 
HIS FEARLESSNESS AMONG SOME 
OF THE WORST BAD MEN THAT 
THE WEST HAS EVER PRODUCED. 




How to 
Make Him 



STOP 




AMAZING New "Date-Light 
Pin." When you want him to 
give with the datin' just push the 
button and presfo—green light! 
When you want out— presto- 
red light! Just like that! Watch 
your friends turn green with 
envy when they spy your new 
"Date- Light." Order NOW. 
Only $.50 postpaid. Money 
back if not THRILLED! HURRY. 

Wail Coupon below. 
JOSELY, Dept.T-1 Suite 904 

193 West 42nd St., New York 18, N.Y. 




THE 70'S AND 8(TS SAW THE PEAK OF FRONTIER MADNESS 
AND FAME AND THIS WAS THE GOLDEN TIME OF THE FIGHT- 
ING SHERIFF AND THE BOLD BAD MAN, OCCASIONALLY THE<-E 
ROLES WERE COMBINED AS IN THE CASE OF HENRY PLUMMER. 
SHERIFF OF THE MONTANA TOWNS OF 8ANNACK AND VIRGINIA 
CtTY.PLUMMER WAS THE BRAINS OF THE MOST EFFICIENT. 
RUTHLESS GANG OF HIGHWAY MEN IN THE WEST. THESE 
HIGHWAY MEN .USUALLY DEPUTIES OF PLUMMER'S, ALWAYS 
KNEW WHICH STAGE TO HOLD UP FOR PLUMMER SYSTEMATICAL!* 
MARKED THE COACHES.THEY MURDERED TRAVELERS 
RUTHLESSLY KILLING MORE THAN A KNOWN HUNDRED VICTIMS 
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THE ACTION PACKED STORY OF 




Blk.1,, YOU SURE c 




H_AST STAr'" 





General George A. Custer 



POINT AND GRADUATED AT THE HEAD OF HIS 
CLASS.HE SERVED WITH DISTINCTION AT 
GETTYSBURG AND THROUGHOUT THE VIRGINIA 
CAMPAIGN HE ALSO SERVED IN THE INDIAN 
CAMPAIGNS ON THE GREAT PLAINS. HE MADE 
HIS ONE FATAL MISTAKE WHEN HE DIVIDEO 
HIS FORCES AND ATTACKED THE HUGE BAND 
OF INDIANS, OF WHOM SITTING BULL WAS 
CHIEF. IN THE VALLEY OF THF BIG HORN. 
CUSTER REMAINS AS A LEGENDARY FIGURE 
IN AMERICAN HISTORY. 




Chief of the SHAWNEES 



TECUMSEH WAS BORN NEAR THE PRESENT 
TOWN OF SPRINGFIELD, OHIO, IN I768.HE 
WAS ONLY 6 YEARS OLD WHEN HIS FATHER 
WAS KILLED BY THE FRONTIERSMEN UNDER 
ANDREW LEWIS ON THE LITTLE KANAWHA 
NEAR POINT PLEASANT HIS WHOLE LIFE 
FROM THEN ON WAS AN UNREWARDED 
EFFORT TO DRIVE THE WHITEMAN FROM 
THE INOIAN COUNTRY AND KEEP HIM OUT. 
HE WAS FINALLY KILLED IN THE BATTLE OF 
THE THAMES AS AN ALLY OF THE BRITISH. 
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W* EASY 



70c« Went! 



• • when You Know How! 




READ for 


YOURSELF! 


Mow To Cot Him To 
Dad You 


How To Km» Him 
Gamine 


How To MaV< Him Enjoy 


How To Bhm. Hii 'On* 


In You 
How To Hav, Personality 
How To Overcome 


How To "Make Up" 

Wilh Him 
How To Xhp Hii Loo* 


How To B« W.ll-M.nnered 
How Not To Ofltnd Mm 


How To Km Your Sol 
rfior'i Lflvi When 
RcuniOd 


How To Improve Your 
Convorution 


How To Gil Kim To 


AND MO«E 




VALUABLE PAGES! 




MEN are funny— you never know 
whether you're making the right 
move or not. Avoid disappointment, heart- 
break! Save yourself lots of tragedy. Don't 
make embarrassing faux pas! Read HOW 
TO GET ALONG WITH BOYS and dis- 
cover for yourself the ABC and XYZ of 
success!*.! strategy. Put psychology to 
work. No more clumsy mistakes for you 
— learn once and for all how to get along 
with men in this amazing handbook. 

SEND NO MONEY! 

FREE five days' examination of this book is offer- 
ed to you if you send the coupon today! We will 
ship you your copy by return mail, in plain wrap- 
per. If not delighted wilh results, after reading 
book, return it in S days and your money wilt be 
refunded. Stravon Publishers. 1)3 West 57th St.. 
Dept.Dtsio New York 19, N. Y. 



MAIL COUPON TODAY 



STRAVON PUBLISHERS. Depl. Dieio 
113 West 57th St., N. Y. 19, N. Y. 

Send HOW TO GET ALONG WITH BOYS in 
plain wrapper. 
D Send C.O.D. and I will pay postman 98c plus 

postage. 
D 1 enclose 98c Send postpaid. 

If not delighted I may return it In S days and 
get my money back, 

NAME 



" Cs/ud* -,1.15 with order " 



Ce sen. - ~-J&e- Ovz^A^&cr" 

ifo. - (Soi-ti "6 Lee -Shs«*«a.o / 

CuS7TS2.'.s Last Si*fb/'TecMr»SGn -SUea^A/y 3 * I 



